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MOMENTS  OF  INSPIRATION. 

To  my  mother  whose  faith  in  the 
Eternal  Goodness  taught  me  to 
trust    in    that    same    Power    through 
Life's  darkest  hours. 
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MY  STAR 

(To  My  Mother) 

Up  in  God's  Heaven 

Shineth  a  star, 
Ever  it  gleameth 

And  shineth  afar, 
'Mid  all  the  splendor 

Of  that  bright  train 
Ever  it  gleameth 

And  shineth  again. 


DREAMS 

Give  me  my  dreams! 

My  Spirit  would  be  free; 
My  visions  I  must  have, 

My  Soul  its  liberty. 

And  are  dreams  vain? 

And  will  they  ne'er  come  true? 
All  that  the  future  holds 

Is  not  yet  plain  to  view. 

Then  let  me  dream, 

And  weave  my  patterns  fair. 
The  visions  of  the  Soul 

Are  realized  Elsewhere ! 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  SOUL 

THE    CONQUEST 

Battered  and  bruised  this  body, 
With  visage  sadly  marred, 
Yet  in  the  struggle  with  the  Fates 
The  Soul  must  be  unscarred. 

If  made  in  God's  own  Image, 
Tho'  here  in  earthly  guise, 
He  will  protect  and  bring  at  last 
My  Soul  to  Paradise. 

THE    AWAKENING 

Awake,  my  Soul ! 

Shake  off  the  dust  and  soil  of  earth  j 
From  these  be  free,  as  at  thy  birth. 
Oh  Soul,  awake! 

Stand  forth,  my  Soul ! 
Be  like  the  rising  Star  at  morn 
That  shines  before  the  night  is  gone. 
My  Soul,  stand  forth! 

Be  firm,  my  Soul! 

No  outward  harm  shall  thee  betide  j 

In  thine  own  attitude  abide. 

Oh,  Soul,  be  firm! 

Sing  on,  my  Soul ! 
Exultant  may  thy  rhythm  be, 
And  sweetly  tuned  thy  melody. 
Oh,  Soul,  sing  on! 


BIRDS  OF  GLADNESS 

Oh,  little  Birds  of  Gladness, 

What  is  the  secret  of  your  joy? 

Is  it  because  there  is  no  sadness, 

Nor  have  you  known  the  world's  annoy? 

Ah,  no!    If  you  have  lost  a  mate, 

Or  one  sweet  birdling  from  the  nest, 

Tho'  sad  your  note,  yet  must  you  sing, 

E'en  when  your  wings  can  find  no  rest. 

It  is  the  spirit  in  your  breast 

That  sings  above  this  noisome  strife — 

The  Spirit  of  Immortal  Love 

That  quickens  you  to  joy  and  life. 

SPRING 

Oh,  Spring  has  come, 

And  life  is  joy! 

The  birds  are  flitting  through  the  trees, 

Their  songs  are  ringing  everywhere, 

And  music  floats  on  every  breeze  j 

Each  leaf  and  flower  feels  her  warm  pulse, 

Each  tiny  grass-blade,  at  her  feet, 

The  crocus  and  the  daffodil, 

Lift  up  their  heads  her  step  to  greet. 

Oh,  happy  Spring! 

Oh,  joy  of  life! 

Thou  art  the  messenger  of  Truth ; 

From  winter's  fold  thou  art  come  forth, 

Glad  Spirit  of  Immortal  Youth. 


RESURRECTION 

OLife!    O  Death! 
O  Resurrection  Morn! 
The  Soul  transformed 
In  an  immortal  birth, 
Surpassing  all  of  earth, 
As  noon  exceeds  the  dawn. 
Oh,  joy  of  Life, 
There  is  no  death! 
The  seeming  so 
Is  only  change 
From  mortal  space 
To  finer  sphere 
Illimitable! 
With  Spirit  free, 
Once  trammeled  here, 
Life  glorified! 

SUNSET 

In  the  Western  sky 

The  sun  sinks  low, 
As  its  colors  burn 

And  brightly  glow. 
Oh,  may  Life's  embers 

Burn  and  glow 
With  my  soul  aflame 

When  the  sun  sinks  low. 


BE  THOU  MY  STAR 

Be  Thou  my  Star  in  reason's  night, 
Be  Thou  my  Light  in  darkest  day, 

Be  Thou  my  Peace  in  terror's  fright, 
Be  Thou  my  constant  friend  alway. 

Oh,  teach  me  more  of  Thy  sweet  Grace, 
Oh,  teach  me  more  of  Thy  deep  Love, 

And  may  the  shining  of  Thy  Face 
Be  oft  reflected  from  above. 

Little  I  know  of  any  creed, 
Less  can  I  boast  of  any  deed; 

But  this  I  feel,  there  is  a  power 
That  can  sustain  in  any  hour. 

I  know  not  when  this  world  was  made, 
Nor  why  it  is  the  sunsets  fadej 

But  well  I  know  there  is  a  Light 
That  penetrates  earth's  deepest  shade. 

I  know  not  why  that  sin  and  woe 
Still  cast  a  shade  on  all  below; 

But  this  I  know,  Good  shall  prevail 
And  Christ  shall  conquer  every  foe ! 


SONG  CYCLE  OF  THE  SEASONS 
To  Grace 

SUMMER 

It  is  the  rose-time  of  the  year. 
Why  must  we  let  sweet  June  depart? 
June  always,  my  dear,  is  here, 
When  roses  bloom  within  the  heart. 

AUTUMN 

Then  autumn  comes  with  pensive  smile; 
From  hazel  eyes  there  falls  a  tear, 
As  memory  counts  the  days  gone  by; 
The  scarlet  maples  glow  with  cheer. 

WINTER 

The  snow  falls  deep ;  outside  the  door 
Stands  winter  stern  and  bold; 
While  Love-lights  blaze  about  the  hearth, 
We  cannot  feel  the  cold. 

SPRING 

Then  radiant  in  her  robes  of  green 
Comes  hither  joyous  spring. 
God  is  not  dead  and  love  still  lives! 
I  heard  the  robins  sing. 


FREEDOM 

High  up  on  the  bough 
Of  a  tall  palm  tree 
Sang  a  dear  little  bird 
In  pure  ecstasy! 
Singing  and  swaying 
He  seemed  to  be  saying, 
"Be  thou  in  spirit 
As  joyous  and  free." 
And  while  I  was  musing, 
His  song  was  diffusing 
The  radiant  cheer  of  the  day, 
In  notes  oft  repeating 
His  glad  morning  lay. 
Swinging  and  swaying 
To  me  he  kept  saying, 
"Be  thou  in  spirit 
As  fearless  and  free." 
And  the  little  brown  bird 
Sang  aloft  undisturbed. 

THY  GIFT 

Give  to  the  world  thy  best, 
It  hath  no  need  of  less; 
It  needeth  all  thy  love, 
Thy  strength  and  tenderness. 

Give  to  the  world  thy  cheer, 
For  hearts  are  lone  and  sad; 
So  give  it  all  thy  smiles 
And  make  thine  own  self  glad! 


IMMENSITY 

0  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 
In  Thy  creative  power, 

In  mighty  ocean,  boundless  strand, 
And  tiny  hillside  flower. 

Immensity  of  earth  and  sea, 
Still  stretching  skyward  far, 

1  know  not  how  His  hand  can  hold 
Or  keep  you  as  you  are. 

But  this  I  learn,  while  thus  I  gaze 
Out  on  the  deepening  sea, 
That  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand 
He  safely  holdeth  me. 

HEART  THROBS 

Each  heart  throb  is  the  pulse  of  life, 
A  note  of  constancy, 
The  rhythmic  accent,  strong  and  true, 
Of  Love's  pure  melody. 

Each  throb  is  but  the  inward  beat 
Of  Harmony  Divine, 
Expressing  not  in  outward  form 
The  ecstasy  within. 


THE  MEANING  OF  PRAYER 

Prayer  is  the  sweet  breath  of  the  Soul 

Upwafted  unto  God, 
The  half-way  reaching  of  the  goal, 

By  holy  angels  trod. 

Prayer  is  an  incense,  pure  and  white, 

Upon  Faith's  altars  burned, 
Where  dimly  is  beheld  the  light 

For  which  the  spirit  yearned. 

Prayer  is  the  cry,  the  yearning  cry, 
Wrung  from  the  heart  of  woe 

When  Hope's  sweet  blossoms  fade  and  die, 
And  the  streams  of  life  are  low. 

Prayer  is  a  soft  and  gentle  wing 
Which  lifts  the  soul  from  earth, 

And  gives  it  strength  to  soar  and  sing 
And  breathe  the  heavenly  birth. 

Prayer  is  the  folding  of  the  life, 

Within  the  Love  Divine, 
Where  thro'  the  darkening  clouds  of  strife, 

Faith  rears  her  golden  shrine. 


ASPIRATION 

Each  Soul  is  struggling  towards  the  Light, 

Is  upward  bent,  as  to  the  sky  the  eagle  soars  aloft ; 

Each  child  of  God  must  rise  superior  to  the  clouds 

of  earth, 
And  find  his  habitation  in  the  realms  above. 

If  chance  we  linger  close  to  earth 

It  is  a  purpose  to  fulfill, 

And,  lingering,  find  compassion  for  each  Soul 

Whose  wings  are  not  yet  pinioned  for  the  flight. 

Last,  Nature,  gentle  Mother, 

Lulls  us  on  her  heart  to  rest  j 

Then  in  the  morn  we  wake, 

And  find  ourselves  at  home,  with  God! 

MY  SKY 

A  little  bit  of  Blue 

Shines  in  my  sky  today  j 
The  sun  is  piercing  through 

To  add  its  lustrous  ray. 

So  oft  in  Life  is  given, 

From  out  the  clouds  of  earth, 

A  gleam  of  Life  from  Heaven 
To  give  our  Hope  new  birth. 

Then  cometh  woe  or  wealj 

Joy  cometh  after  night! 
And  Faith  is  never  real 

When  trust  is  only  sight. 


THROUGH  THE  DARK 

Oh,  wonderful  stars 

That  shine  in  the  night! 
Each  one  but  a  symbol 

Reflecting  God's  Light. 
And  there  is  no  place 

Where  that  Light  Divine 
Cannot  penetrate 

Or  His  Love  cannot  shine. 
Oh,  wonderful  Love, 

That  shines  in  the  night  j 
I  look  thro'  the  dark, 

And  my  sky  is  full  bright. 

OH,  WONDROUS  RAY 

Oh,  wondrous  ray  that  sheds  its  light 
Across  my  path, 
Illumining  earth's  weary  way 
And  turning  darkness  into  day — 
Oh,  wondrous  ray,  shine  on! 

Oh,  Love,  Thy  Light  Divine 

Hath  shined  into  this  heart  of  mine, 

For  Thou  hast  pierced  the  gloom  of  night, 

Revealing  Heaven  to  my  sight. 

Oh,  Light  Divine,  shine  on! 


SPRING  MORN 
To  Constance 

Spring  Morn!  and  birds  returning 
To  their  woodland  home, 
From  southern  clime, 
Are  heralding  at  dawn 
The  Spring's  return. 
Each  to  his  mate, 
,£)Both  seem  to  say: 
"Ah,  Love,  be  glad! 
The  verdure  green, 
The  leafy  wood, 
The  summer  bower 
Soon  turn$  to  brown, 
And  Winter  follows 
With  its  cold  and  chill. 
Not  like  the  years, 
Life  has  one  Spring. 
Oh,  Love,  rejoice, 
Let  us  be  glad! 
Birds  of  the  woodland, 
Sing,  oh,  sing, 
It  is  the  Spring!" 


WHAT  IS  LOVE? 

Talk  not  of  love, 

Ye  foolish  underwise 

Who  treat  it  as  a  passing  thing 

With  lustful  eyes. 

Love  is  of  God, 
And  God  may  dwell  in  flesh, 
When  like  a  mountain  spring 
Love  keepeth  pure  and  fresh. 

Love  is  the  ardor  of  the  Soul 
Expressed  in  purest  touch, 
In  gentle  word,  in  kindly  deed; 
Ne'er  asking  overmuch. 

Then  talk  not  thou  so  light  of  Love, 
So  wonderful  a  thing! 
There  is  no  Love,  unless  conveyed, 
The  heart's  best  offering. 

THE  AVOWAL 

I  love  you  at  the  dawning,  Dear, 
I  love  you  when  the  morn  is  clear, 
I  love  you  when  the  skies  are  drear — 
Yes,  always,  Dear. 

My  Love  is  like  the  stars  that  shine 
Enduring,  like  God's  Love  Divine. 
He  gave  thee  me,  and  thou  art  mine, 
For  all  time,  Dear. 


THE  MAGIC  TOUCH 
To  Albert 

Love  is  the  magic  touch 
That  sets  the  heart  afire, 
And  every  impulse  turns 
Into  a  pure  desire. 

Love  is  the  magic  wand 
That  sets  the  Spirit  free, 
And  life  is  evermore 
A  sweet  eternity. 

LOVE'S  SYMPHONY 
To  H.  H. 

I  love  you,  dear. 

Oh,  let  not  time  nor  circumstance 

E'er  separate  our  love 

Or  make  us  twain  j 

But  may  our  lives  henceforth 

Be  as  one  chord  of  music  sweet, 

Divine,  attuned  to  God's  own  Love 

And  Heavenly  Mind, 

Transcending  all  there  is  of  earth, 

And  harmonized 

With  that  great  Symphony 

Of  life  above! 


THE  GOLDEN  ARROW 

Love  is  the  golden  shaft 

That  penetrates  the  skies, 

And  permeates  the  very  heart  of  life, 

Making  each  spot  a  paradise, 

Where  it  doth  dwell. 

Love,  like  a  golden  arrow 

Shot  from  Heaven  athwart  the  sky 

And  pierced  the  gloom  for  me, 

Turning  earth's  shadows  into  light, 

Making  the  sunshine  seem  more  bright 

And  life  glow  radiantly. 

LIFE'S  GARDEN 

I  have  entered  Life's  beautiful  garden, 
Love  beckoned  me  hither  to  rest  j 
The  blue  skies  are  shining  above  me  j 
Flowers  blooming  j  the  ones  I  love  bestj 
The  tall  trees  their  branches  are  swaying, 
Soft  breezes  float  in  from  the  West} 
The  song  birds  are  singing, 
Their  love  notes  upwinging. 
My  heart  now  supremely  is  blest. 


THE  GLORY  OF  GETHSEMENE 

'Tis  midnight,  and  my  Saviour  leans  alone 

Close  down  to  earth  upon  a  stone. 

The  sorrows  of  the  world  have  brought  Him  there, 

His  heart  is  breaking  with  its  care. 

While  lower  still  His  patient  form  is  bowed, 

And  not  a  star  shines  through  the  cloud, 

His  voice  is  heard  in  human  tone,  saying, 

"Father,  Thy  will,  not  Mine,  be  done." 

Then  in  the  blackness  of  the  night 

A  stream  of  radiant  Heavenly  light 

Falls  on  my  Saviour's  face. 

The  Father,  God,  has  heard  His  Son 

Say,  "Not  My  will,  but  Thine  be  done! " 

And  Glory  fills  the  place. 


THE  DESTINY 

Let  the  Soul  smile, 

And  gleam  with  very  Life! 
There  is  a  Destiny 

Above  this  earthly  strife! 
Let  the  Soul  smile, 

Oh,  weary  ones  and  sad : 
Life  penetrates  the  Blue, 

And  therefore  be  you  glad ! 


SUNSET  AT  SEA 

Sunset  at  Sea! 

A  path  of  gold  across  the  deep 
Before  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 
While  evening  stars  their  vigil  keep. 
Sunset  at  Sea! 

Sunset  at  Sea! 

Oh,  may  there  be  at  evening  hour, 

When  earthly  help  hath  lost  its  power, 

A  golden  pathway  shine  for  me 

Across  the  deep,  mysterious  sea, 

And  evening  bell 

Shall  chime  and  tell 

That  all  is  well. 

The  storm  is  past, 

Heaven  reached  at  last! 

Sunset  at  Sea! 

Sunrise  for  me! 

THE  LIFE 

The  essence  is  the  Life 
From  flower  to  Soulj 
The  deeper  Consciousness, 
The  higher  goal! 

And  Spirit  is  the  Life 
From  flower  to  Soulj 
Infinite  in  every  part — 
And  God,  the  whole! 


MY  VISION 

I  saw  this  earth  a  thousand  years  removed  j 
I  saw  men  walk  as  brothers  walk, 
And  closer  drawn  by  human  tiesj 
I  saw  fair  women  clothed  in  spotless  white — 
Their  hearts  were  pure  and  virgin  glad, 
For  all  men  reverenced  womanhood} 
I  saw  glad  children  playing  on  the  slopes  of  flow 
ered  hills  j 

Each  one  a  flower  itself  more  beautiful  and  fair — 
Too  pure  for  these  rough  winds  that  stain  the  cheek 

and  break  the  heart. 

And  war  had  fledj  and  boast  of  armor  vain, 
Which  is  not  chivalry,  but  pride } 
And  there  was  no  more  sea  to  swallow  up 
The  stately  ships  beneath  its  angry  foam. 
Oh,  what  are  men  that  they  should  e'er  defile 
The  Image  in  which  God  made  them? 
And  have  we  strayed  so  far  that  we  have  lost  our 

heritage? 

And,  as  I  woke,  I  heard  a  voice  saying: 
"Behold!    I  make  new  Heavens  and  an  Earth, 
Wherein  all  righteousness  shall  dwell." 
And  my  heart  answered: 
"Come,  Lord  Jesus!  Come,  Emanuel!" 


IMMORTALITY 

O  Soul  of  mine, 

Tenanted  in  clay, 

Wherefore  art  thou  here, 

And  whither  is  thy  way? 

In  ages  past 

God  spoke  the  word, 

"Let  there  be  light,"  and 

There  was  Light. 

God  thought  and  breathed 

In  man  His  Life, 

And  man  became 

A  living  soul. 

O  soul  of  mine, 

Thou  art  God's  thought  j 

God  cannot  die, 

Hence  thou  canst  not. 

And  in  God's  Light 

Are  life  and  love, — 

Immortal  life, 

Eternal  love! 

EASTER  SONG 

To  My  Friend  Sarah 

It  is  the  blessed  Easter  Day; 
Let  men  and  Holy  Angels  say 
That  Christ  the  Lord  has  risen  again  j 
Let  Heaven  and  Earth  repeat  the  strain. 

Oh,  let  us  with  each  living  breath 
Rejoice  that  Christ  hath  conquered  Death! 
Let  every  soul  with  rapture  sing 
And  Heaven  and  earth  with  music  ring! 


SANTA  BARBARA 

Lovely  Santa  Barbara, 
Nestled  by  the  sea, 

In  the  shaded  foothills 
Dreaming  peacefully. 

Fain  would  I  be  resting 

Quietly  with  thee, 
And  wait  beside  the  harbor 

For  my  ship — still  at  sea. 

But  love  and  duty  call  me, 
Yet  shall  I  think  of  thee, 

And  see  thee  oft  in  vision 
Still  musing  by  the  sea. 

FROM  OFF  POINT  LOMA 

Out  in  the  Golden  West, 
A  vision  of  Heaven  I  see — 

The  New  Jerusalem  let  down 
It  seemeth  unto  me. 

I  look  upon  the  scene 

With  wonder  and  delight! 

Remembering  the  promise  old, 
"At  eve  it  shall  be  light." 

Oh,  may  the  night  of  life 

Be  gathered  in  as  fair, 
With  sunset  skies  as  bright, 

Without  a  shadow  there. 


MAcDOWELL 

Idealist,  Poet,  Seer! 

Who  sung  of  Chivalry  and  Knighthood  bold, 

Of  gentle  Maidenhood,  and  pure 

Of  Childhood  and  that  Land  of  Dreams, 

Where  fairies  dance  'neath  moonlit  beams  j 

Of  Love  Tales  at  the  Sunset  told 

Before  the  heart  has  e'er  grown  cold  j 

He  loved  the  song  of  birds  and  woodland  note, 

The  blue  above  where  soft  clouds  float, 

The  little  Violets  who  scarce  disclose 

Their  modest  heads }  and  the  Wild  Rose. 

The  Crocus  and  the  dear  Bluebell, 

The  Goldenrod  and  Asphodel. 

He  walked  amid  the  forest  deep 

Where  mosses  grow  and  green  vines  creep. 

He  caught  the  music  of  the  breeze 

That  sweeps  the  harps  of  pine  trees  tall, 

Of  Autumn  winds  that  sigh  and  sing, 

And  tread  of  Winter's  first  snowfall} 

He  mused  upon  the  wonders  of  the  sea, 

Its  turbulence  and  calm} 

And  lived  and  breathed  in  the  ideal, 

That  land  to  keener  sense  the  Real ! 

He  loved  the  beautiful  in  all  that  God  hath  made, 

And  thus  did  he  love  God! 


WHEN  YOU  ARE  NEAR 
To  Henry 

If  ever  I  could  tell  you 
How  much  I  love  you,  Dear, 
How  all  the  world  grows  brighter 
Whenever  you  are  near! 
My  love  is  like  the  river 
Which  windeth  to  the  sea, 
And  ever  deeper,  deeper  floweth, 
To  meet  at  last  with  thee. 


CONSTANCY 

All  earthly  things  shall  pass  away, 
But  Love  lives  on  f  orever  j 
And  souls  that  once  have  truly  loved 
Nor  space  nor  time  can  sever  j 
But  they  shall  meet  in  union  sweet 
Where  Heavenly  sunbeams  quiver, 
Where  Life  and  Joy  shall  be  replete 
And  flow  as  one  deep  river. 


THE  BELLS  OF  CHRISTMAS 

I  hear  the  bells  of  Christmas  ring 
And  Angel  voices  sweetly  sing! 
Oh,  listen !  on  the  midnight  air 
Floats  Heavenly  music,  sweet  and  rare. 

Ring  out  the  past,  ring  in  the  new, 
Ring  out  the  wrong,  ring  in  the  true! 
Oh,  ring  ye  bells!    To  us  is  born 
A  Child  of  Love  this  Christmas  morn! 

Ring  out  the  bells  of  Christmas  cheer! 
Proclaim  the  message  far  and  near! 
That  Jesus  is  the  Living  King! 
Let  every  heart  rejoice  and  sing! 

"PEACE  ON  EARTH,  GOOD  WILL 

TO  MEN" 

The  "King  of  Peace"  His  name  shall  be 

And  He  will  rule  with  equity. 
In  love  and  kindness  men  shall  dwell 

When  Christ  shall  reign — Emanuel. 

We  hear  the  music  once  again, 

"Peace  be  on  earth,  good  will  to  men! " 
Let  every  Soul  take  up  the  strain 

And  angels  join  in  sweet  refrain: 
"Peace  be  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 
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MID-DAY 
To  Edith,  July  2,  1913 

A  broader  vision,  and  a  purer  air, 

With  earthly  joys  still  deepened,  Heaven  more 

fair, 

A  surer  step  I  take  upon  the  height, 
In  Life's  mid-day,  that  shines  with  glory  bright. 

I'll  rest  me  here  beneath  the  tall  pine  trees 
And  listen  to  the  whisperings  of  the  breeze 
That  speak  to  me; — this  lesson  do  I  hear, — 
"These  pines  have  stood  the  storms,  do  thou  not 
fear." 

I  look  adown  the  slope  to  evening  time. 
Methinks  I  hear  sweet  music  and  the  chime 
Of  Heavenly  voices  in  angelic  rhyme. 
I  feel,  I  know  that  Heaven  will  be  more  bright 
Than  all  our  highest  visions  yet  can  sight. 


NATURE'S  LAMENT 

Weep  and  wail,  ye  weird  winds, 
And  cry  aloud,  though  vain, 
For  mothers'  sons  far  o'er  the  seas 
Who  ne'er  will  come  again. 

Surge,  ye  sobbing  seas, 

Moan  and  never  sleep ! 

Throb  and  beat  against  your  shores 

While  night  birds  vigil  keep. 

Sigh,  ye  solemn  pines, 
Chant  a  requiem. 
Stir,  ye  gentle  zephyrs, 
And  sing  an  evening  hymn. 

Blow,  ye  fair  south  winds, 
Upon  each  floating  cloud, 
And  weave  for  every  son 
A  soft  and  fleecy  shroud. 

Oh,  mother  heart,  whose  hero  fell 
Upon  an  unknown  sod, 
Be  comforted,  he  is  not  dead, 
His  spirit  is  with  God. 


AT  THE  CLOSE  OF  MOTHER'S  DAY 

Oh,  Mother  Dear! 

If  I  could  lay  my  head 

Upon  your  breast  tonight, 

And  rest  me  there  till  morning  light, 

How  sweet  to  sleep ! 

Mother  Nature, 

Wouldst  thou  be  less  kind? 

And  Father  God, 

Wilt  Thou  not  keep 

In  Thy  eternal  mind 

This  child  of  Thine? 

"So  now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 

I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  keep." 
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